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pure, the sun-descendant that shines for ever on my brow!
The unfortunate wretch that has been sent adrift on a makeshift
bamboo-raft by cruel men, will soon die among the waves, if none
saves him. Poor wretch, it would have been much kinder had he
been ordered to be killed at sight. Pity his fate, my lord.

PADUMA. Kindly princess, I think he has been punished by royal
justice. The raft is sinking, and the fellow will soon drown. Let me
save him, beloved, from certain death, and restore him to life, and I
shall thereby gain exceptional merit. (Aside to the orchestra.) I that
pray to be a Buddha one day will now swim, and sacrifice my life
even to save this fellow-human. My lord of the drums and flutes,.
use your nimble fingers, and play me a tune to show the way.

[The orchestra plays while PADUMA moves his hands, as if he
were swimming; he reaches the raft, and carries the man in his
arms to the PRINCESS. The orchestra stops.]

PADUMA. My consort, from whose body shine rays of beauty
and virtue, come and please look! Here is a frightful being, with
his limbs, nose, and ears cut off. He is alive, but that is all; he is
just alive but will always be in pain. I presume he is a criminal
punished by royal justice.

THE MAN. Let me submit this, my lord. I fell into bad company,
and did many misdeeds, and stole other people's property. I was
brought to justice, and sent adrift down the stream to die in shame
and agony. Swift and sudden death was certain, half of me was in the
hands of King Death, and my step was on the border of Hell, when
my lord, pure and virtuous, one who will be a Buddha in the future,
saved me. My old life is ended, my lord, and I have only you to
thank, only you to love and worship, in my new life.

PADUMA. Victim of bad fortune, O limbless man! In this
country of human beings, this world, nothing lasts for ever; all that
has a beginning will have an end one day; so it is useless to long for
anything, for that thing will not last, and that thing is not real. You
did not realize that, and you wanted worldly, useless things. Your
greed had cost you dear. Angry justice had punished you, and you
are half-dead, my man of misery. , . . From this, let us take "a lesson.
Let us take refuge in religion, and lead a life of purity, without sin.
. . . Poor miserable man, death would have been better than this
pain. (To PRINCESS) The limit of gracefulness, princess weighed
down with the weight of beauty, woman that needs no adornment*